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S this Entertainment, The Siege of FRO Y, 
made its ſirſt Entry now Nine Tears ſince in 


Bartholorew FAIR, ar the Expence of ſo 


Pounds, as to rende its Appearance in Scenary 
and Machinary, not inferior to any of the 


many Months Labour, and ſo many hundred 


. 4 44 


is celebrated OPERAS performed in either of the Royal | 


$1] neatres; and thereby met that ſuitable Succeſs in the Gene» 
ral Applauſe and Reputation it obtain d: It has therefore Eu- 


couraged the Undertakers of it, in this Third Tear of its Ap= 


E7carance, to ſet it forth, not only with the Addition of ſeveral 
New Scenes. but /ikewiſe the whole Paintings heightened. 


with thoſe New Enrichments and Gilding, as to make it 


very much Superior even to its fit ORIGINAL: N , 


and they have endeavoured to render it a yet more acceptable 
Entertainment, by a Choice of much more able Performers, 
lit. Repreſentation. | „ * 

= {or have they been wanting in their Care of the Muſical 
and Dancing part of it, to excced what the Hurry of 


t Tears haſfy Preparation for it could not ſo well furniſn. 
om alt which, they hope the gracious Continuation of go. 
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rom the Comedians of bath T HEAT REs, ſeletfed for. 
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Paris. A Trejan Prince, living in the Adulterous Embraces of Queef 1 


| 
_ Helen, King W « Wife, and Miſtreſs to 8 1 
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A numerous Train of re jan Mob, SpeQators of the Woaden Hor 5 


| Twenry-rwo Oſſicers, Guards and Trumpets, the Arendane off King 5 


N 


EOS: 2 
e 
ACTORS NAMES. 


Mentors, us of Ghee, why Hucband to Queen Helen, engaged it 
| Ten Years War in the Siege of Troy, in Revenge fertig 
Loſo of hi» Q Qusgen: ſtoin from him by Paris, Fon of King Pria m, ang 
tiving within the Walls of 7roy in publick Adultery with him. U 


re Withe, 

2 King of Thrace, one of the Grecian Princes, Ergaged i in of [ 
Quarrel of King Myxclaxs. the Politick Manager ef the W ood: 
t orſe; built by the Greeks, and left behind. them in their feig WM 
Retreat from before the Walls of Trey. By Mr. 75. Rogers. ; 


} Helen. By Mr. 7. Walker. 4 
Sinen. A Cunbiog Grecian, ſo Zealous for the Series of his King. thi "i 
he Cut off his Lips and Bars, and Nole, ciſmembring his own Face £4 
being left bound in Hons, under the Belly of the Wooden Horſe, 
be thereby the better enabled, from the $ Lebe of ſuch borbaious Su 
teriags. to render himſelf the unſuſpe&e ed object of their Pity to t 

| Trojan Spectators; from thence by his artful Tears, and moving Elo 
gquence, to inſinvate himſelf into their eaſy belief, as to g erſuadi | 

4 them to draw the Horſe within the City of Troy. By Mr. üg. Pender | 


1 > p OM x. 


9 A Vi gin Devghter of King Priam, an Exalted Character oo 
*Piety and Verrve, inſpir'd by the Gods with the true Spirit of prof 9 
' phecy, yet never believed; a Vchement Proſecutor of Paris and h 
5 e Lewd and Wicked Lives, and Foretelling the Deſ try 
Ction cf Mey, as a Vengeance hanging over their Heads, for thighs 
 Fwmpiow and harden'd Adulreries, by Mis Spiller, 1 
Pw The Gaddeſs of Love, a Patroneſs to Paris and Helin. 


and AQars th:ovgh the Play, The chief Parts of which Perform: 
by Mr. Miller, Mr. Spiller, & Mr. Aigen. 
Pres Perton«drefſt in Gold for Statues in Diana $ Temple. 
Nine Pricts and Prieſteſſes of Drona: 95 
Ten Perſons richly dreſt. and Retinne of par is aud H len. 


5 e Ia tha whole Fifty · three Petlons dreſt, beſides the Acton 
and Dncan; in the Play. - 


8 


SIEGE * TROY. | 
: u — 8 


. The Curtain is drawn up, and diſcovers King Menelaus, u- ; 
I Iyſſes, Artendants and G uurdi. 


„4 Ever ere iH like mine! an impious Wife, 
Sy The pleaſure once, now Torment of my Lite. 44 
5% Why in his Crimes do's ſtill th. Adulterer reign? 
W 3 And why for ten long Years have I in van 
7” — Gainſt Troy's proud. Walls my feeble Wadi 
Egcance puſht. 5 


5, Droop not, great Sir, for ten Years Labour loft, 

cr When a few Days now ſeal the, Fate of Troy. 

Pro. 5 ook forwards, Sir, to that prodigious Engine 

no Df Troy's Deſtruction, that tall Wooden Horſe Td 

hei We have prepar'd, in "whoſe dark Womb of fate 

- ive hundred generous Volunteers all wait. 

All at one ſtroke to give the fatal Blow, RE 

Fear not Succeſs, _ 

King. No; wiſe Ulyſſes 20. 

4 he, thy great Hand's the Royal Engineer, 3 
Tris by ſuch Pilots I to Glory ſteer. : 5 

5 2 Conſider, Sir, what managing Hand Fre ound!” 


090 1 5 
rm 


«al o move this vaſt Machine; the Honeft Sinon + 2 7 . + 
of Man ſo hearty in your Royal Cauſe, Et, 


ur off his Lips and Noſe, and torn his 17. a. * 5 5 e | % | 
2 8 himſelf the Object of their 15 „ 
F d r 1 


1 * «1 4 »* : 5 0 "= * har tot re 2 2 
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F 
; 
That he has diſmember'd even his very Face, Ss £6 3 
IS 
oo 


— | i he drege of 4 KR U 1. 


That by his moving Looks and artſul Tears 
He may ſo lull the Credulous 7 rojans Ears 
To draw that fatal Horſe within their Walls. 
King. Now Fate, curſt Troy, for thy Deſtruction calls, 
Revenge, Oh! dear Revenge, guide my keen Sword 
To the Adultrous Helens canker'd Heart, 
And Oh ! *twill give me more Divine Delight, 
Than all the Raptures of her Bridal Night. 
Ul. Our Army thus retired, drawn off from Troy, 
Think what Security do their kult Fears enjoy. 
K. Thus far our Plot ſucceeds; this falſe Retreat we make, 
Only to come wich greater Vengeance back. (Exeunt, N 
SCENE 1. 7 
Enter Briſtle, 4 Cobler, and his Wife. 
Briſtle. I tell you once for all, you ſhall not go. | 
Wife. Not go to ſee the great Horb the Grectans have jet 4 12 
behind 'em. - * 
B.. To be Rare your ſelf, ye Jade: What, bevands the þ 
Grecians have left a Wooden Horſe behind 'em, and are all 
march'd off like Aſſes themſelves, Wu muſt be galloping a- 
 mong(! the Mov, mult ye, to fee Sights with a Pox to you: Z 
Get ye home to your Wheel and Spin, or I'l ſo mawl ye. Þ 
Pie. Spin! Ay, *twas a curſcd bard Thread I ſpun--when 
I Marry'd ſuch a Cobling Rogue; a Rogue that Back-beats 
me, and Belly- ſtarves me too, a fribling \ ſneaking, fumbling 3 
Rogue. that has got me but one Child in 20 Years, and gives | | 
me but three Meals a Day to keep Life and Soul together 1 
Br. Here's an Impudent Sows-baby. % 
I. Well, lamreſolv'd Iwill go abroad, and ſee this ſi ight, 
though the Devil fray at home and piſs out the fire. 5 0 
Br. Will you ſo! Then l'm reſolved Fl give Whore The 
Bide ſuch a lick of Styrup Leather, till! make your own De- 
i vilſhip piſs it ont, 
VV. Help, help, Murder. 
Vithin. Huzzah, huzzah. 


: Enter Mob. 1 
1% Mob. ) ſpeakingy The Horſe, the Horſe, the Boro 98 
34 Mob. Fa 1955 5 5 ebe, , the Greeks, the Greeks. i 
b. ther, All run, run, run. = & 
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The Siege o TROY. 7 
Br. Hold, hold, hold Neighbours. Let one Man ſpeak at 
once. = 
| All, Ay, ay, let our Neighbour Briſtle ſpeak firſt. 
Br. Then mark me, good Folks, we are all going to ſee 
this great Horſe, | 
Al. Ay, ay, the Horſe, the Horſe. 
= Zr. Look ye then Neighbours, le us then march Sober- 
iy and Decently in roaring geod Order, as thoſe Civil 
Gentlemen, call'd the Mob, ſhould do,; and Pi] be Captain 
Tom your Leader, 
- & 1/ Mob. You our Leader! Why who are you? | 
Er. Who am I Jack Samſe? Why, I am the ſecond Man in 
he Nation, I am the King's Head Cobler. 
= All, A Cobler/ | By 
All. All, who but a Cobler: de have you to know that 
tl am the Man that put ſuch a à ſtout pair of Soles upon the 
King's laſt Neatleather Shoes, that he has kickt the whole 
e {Grecian Army quite oat of the Kingdom, and his Majeſty 
nd l are the two great Savers of the Nation. | 
Al. Ay, ay, a Captain, a Captain, a Captain. 5 
Br. Then follow your Leader. But far you, Jilflirt, get ye ö 


7 hoe ye Jade, or T1 fo ſtrap you. (Exennt al bur Wije | 
n 34 Mob. A barbareus hard hearted Man. and 34 Mob. | 
ts V. Barbarous indeed, if ye knew all. 

8 34 Ach. And to ſo pretty a Creature. 

es 1 V. Oh Lord, Sir, pretty / | 


3 Mob. So pretty that I muſt make bold, (Kiſſes her. 
. Now Bleſſings on the Honey ſweet Eyes of you, dear 
Sir. Oh this unsatural Brute of a Husband, has he no more 
Conſcience in him, then to keep me lockt up at home, when 
es here are ſuch kiad Gentlemen, and ſuch ſweet Comforts 
e. broad in the World. (Exeunt, 


TH 


e Scene opens and diſcovers Fars and Helen, fronting the Audience, ri- 
x 4'ng ins Trinmphant Chariot, drawn by two White Elephants, mounted 
4 by rwo Pages in embroider'd Liveries. Thc fide Wings are ten Elephants 
more, bearing on their Backs open Caſtles, umbraged with Canopies of 

Sold; the ten Caſtles fill a with ten Perſons richly dreft, the Retinue of 

Paris; and gu the Elephants Neck; ride ten more Pages in the like rich 

Dre. Beyond and over the Charigt, is ſeen # Viftos of the Cuy of Troy, 
n the Walls of which, fland ſeveral Trumpeters ſeen behind aud over tha 

FX Read of Patis, who ſound 47 the opming of the bcent. K 
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' ; _ Siege of 3 


Have been but one continued Nuptial Night. 


What Storms have I pulb'd down? ? Wbat Dangers run? 
Aſia and Europe wak'd with Wars Alarms, 


| Soft Peace and Thou, muſt never meet agen. 
_ Wareverlafting War, the Batt' ling World, 
Lund angry Gods with all the Bolts of Fate, 
1 Bleeg, Fire _ Sword for thy De eſtruQtion walt. 


— — — 


Paris. Whilſt the Fair Helen in theſe Arms I twine, 
Theſe Sweets, and all this beauteous Treaſure mine ; 
Ten ſmiling Years Crown'd with my vaſt Delight, 


Helen. Oh Paris, for thy Love, what have I done! 


Set Kingdoms in a Blaze, and the whole World i in Arms | 
Par. But now thoſe Wars are done, and Troy's a 
Yes, my Fair Life, the Coward Greeks are fled: 


And leave me Lord of Thee. 
And now when the titꝰd World's long Diſcords * 


We'll tune our Trumps of War, to Songs of Peace. 


Where Hector drag'd in Blood, In drive around 


2 5 The Walls of Troy with Love, and Lawrels Crown'd. 


Enter Caſſandra, 
Caf. Oh Paris, Paris, all this pageant Pride, 


And that triumphant Sorcereſs by thy ſide! 


What Banners can hardfronted Sin diſplay, | by 
When vile Adultery adorn'd fo gay, { Yes 

? Ve 
! 


Dares front the Light, and ſhame the Bluſhing Dey 
Hel. Oh my dear Pars, is that Schreichowl here 


Will that eternal Torturer never leave us? 


Caf. No, black Adultreſs, cloſe, as thy dark Fate, 1 fol- 


: And lond 35 ;thy own cry ing 'Guilr, I come (low thee, 
8 To eccho thine, and Troy's approaching Doom. i T4 


Vet, headlong Paris, ſtop thy mad Career, 


And to he Voice of Fate unlock thy Ear. 
Hear Heav'n and me. Not three ſhort Suns ſhall riſe, 


E' re burning Troy one heap of Ruine lies. 


Par. Vain Preaching Fool ! More Dreams, more Viſions 


_ More Tales of Stars and Fate, my Ears to fill: (Ctill, 
Win empty Noiſe and Nonſence never ceaſe, 
a And thy wild Frenzy never give me Peace? 


C. Feace Pars, no; with all thy Load of Sin, 


\ * 5 
. . # * : > 3 * 5. 
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In Troy's one blazing Heap, one funeral + 
Shalt Thou and thy Adultrous Minion barn. 
| Par, No more, bold Inſolent, Ill hear no more, 

Do not provoke i my Vengeance thus todare 
With thy vile Brefth profane this Heavenly Fair 
þ - For if thou doſt, by all the Pow'rs I ſwear, 
Tul drive my Chariot Oer thy trampled Head, 
Beneath my rowling Wheels, I'll cruſh thee Dead. 
le. Call. Yes, thou ſhalt hear no more, Laſcivious Boy, 
5 Stain to thy Blood, f. om Thee the Fate of 7 roy, 
Irrer bluſhing Siſter takes her weeping Eyes, 
Not from thy Threats, but from thy Shame ſhe flies. (Exit. 
Par. Hark, what Celeſtial Mulick's this I hear! 
Venus "deſcends i in a Chariot drawn by two Swans. 1 
See, ſee Love's Goddeſs from her Heav'nly Sphere, "* 
5 Fricht Venus dreſt in her divineſt Ray, | : -- 
| ends to grace the Triumphs of this Day. 5 
Vin. Yes, Paris, Lord of the Fair Helens Charms, _ 
J ey: J gave that darling Beauty to thy Arms, — 48 
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And will preſerve her there. 
Secure for ever thy rich Prize enjoy; 9 
No envious Cloud ſhall your fair Peace deſtroy, 4% 
I'll ſhine the Guardian Deity of Troy. © 
. Par. Oh I am loſt in Raptures, this high Grace ! 
„ But where's my Vaſſals ? Where's my waiting Train? 
Wuick, quick ye Slaves, for Goodneſs ſo Divine. 
Joyn all your Ayres, your Songs of Triumph joyn. * -- E | 
© The Tex Rich Fi gures in the Caſtles of the Elephants, addreſs t hemſel ves to * | 
; | Godieſs, with this following piece of Moſick in Chorus. 


4 SONG. 3 I 5 
1s Ail Beauteons G oddeſs all Divine, 5 = | 
h 4 15 Our uprais'd Eyes and Hearts all thine, =» ? | 

To Love we pray, 2 
To Love we kneel, 2 
Thy Pow'r we omn, , 2 ; 
85 Thy Darts we feel, ; WR 
To thy bright ſway, thy Soveraign Tron, þ 7 


Not ſuppliant Mort als bend alone | 
To the Blind God, thy Boy and Thee. 


. _ Evep. Jove, Almighty wn, here e bow L Ker; ek. 


The Scene opent, and in 4 Wood without the Walls of Troy, appears the Tro. = 


On lach a NobleCreatureBeaſt! Why *ris enough to make 


_ topping Counteſs ſhou'd 1 make. . 


| Now this Noble Troop of Trojans have made you their Cap- PR 


my ſweet Face hither, to ſhow ? em the Captain's Lady. 


Ces ef RET: OTIS > of Wren, — 29 — . — 


The Siege of 1 T R or 


vanebgee l oe οοονν 
KA It 


jan Horſe, being a Figure of that Magnitude, that tu 17 Foot high tothe 
rop of hy Back. The whole Figure magnificently adorn d with all the Tra 
pings, Furniture of a War Horſe, ſet off with rich  Gildings, Plumes of Fea-Þ 
tert, and all other ſuitable Degorations. 
Under his Feet lies Sinon, with 4 mangled Face all bloody, his Noſe cut FA. 
his Eyes ou, &c bound in Irons. 


Enter Mob. | 
Capt. Br. PR. „ ay, here tis. Here's the Wonder of Grece, I! 
and the Honour of Troy. All our own * 
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Boys, Hyzzab. N 
1 Mob. Well, I never ſaw ſuch a ſight in all my Born e% 
Days. Di 


2 22 Ay, Neighbour, tis a wonderful Beaſt, that's cer- 7 
tain. 9 
Capt. Br. Beaſt ! Udzooks, haye a care what you ſay !j 


him up with his Wooden Leg and kick your Guts out, R. 
2 Mob. I vow and ſwear, Captain, *twas before I was | 1 
aware; hut I beg the Horſe's Princely * and I am | 
his Highneſſes molt humble Seryant. * 
Enter Mrs. Briſtle. 
2 Mob. And how doſt thou like this Noble Palfrey ? Þ 
Mife. Oh wondrous! Tis a delicate fine Beauſhap'd 1 1 
ture. Ah, that i had a Coach and ſix ſuch Horſes, what a i 


"FR 
* 


Capt. And are you got hither, with a Vengeance to you ? þ . 
Wife. Ay, my Dear, and all the reaſon in the World. 4 


tain, 3 couꝰd do no Jeſs, my Dear: for thy Honour, then bring 


| [Sinon groans. 1 

Cape. Who's that groans? Csin on groans gain. 1 

1 Mob. Look, look there, what” s he all gaſh'd with Blood FF 
and Wounds, that lies in Chains beneath the Horſes Feet ? I 

Al. Let's unbind h. um, enbind him. (They * 1 


9 7 
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The Siege of TROY. 
Emer Ulyſſes diſgnis'd. 
Ulf. Now 'tis my Hour to mit amongſt the Crowd, 


s Shape ſecures me. | = 
2 Mob. What are you, Friend? (To Sinon. 


ro. Sinon. A Man, Sir, and a gratefal one. 
„ WV hilſt on my Knees 1 thank the generous Hands 
2d That have unloos'd my Chains. 


Mob. Who bound thee? 
Sinon. Villains. 

1 Mob. What Villains? 
3 Sinon. Cowardly ones. The Coward Greeks, 
ce; They who durſt face no more the Walls of T rey; 

vn, But are all run — 

Ab. Run, whither? 
rn Sinon. To the Devil, I hope. 

-Durſt bind an Innocent Wretch, load me with Iroas, 
r- And gaſh me thus with all theſe hideous Wounds, 

: The natural Marks of Cowardiſe, Barbarity. 
Mie. Ah, Neighoour, what a ſweet Face is there ſpoils . 
Mob. Ay, poor Man; they were a pack of wicked 
Rogues that did all this. 
= Wife. Ay, and wicked Whores too, Neighbour, if the 
3 ruth were known. | 
* Sinon. Oh lend your pityingEar to a poor bleedingMartyr. 

For one poor harmleſs Word, one [light Offence, 
The Tyrant King of Greece, has given me all 
Theſe hideous Brands, for which 1 owe him Death. 
0 Furſes and Thunder blaſt him. 
yl Wife. Ay, Friend, You do well to ſay your Prayers back- 
2 Edwards for him. And was it King Menelaus that ure _ 
thus unmercifully? 1 
Sion. The Tyrant Aenel aus. 

& Wie. Ay, tis like him. My oidRogve is juſt ſoch anqtber. 
Capt. Hark you, Neighbours. Look ye, this Fellow well 
wanag'd, may give us fan light and diſcovery : ; Why the 
Preets are run, and when they run, and how They run, and 
2 hither they run. 
2 Hoh. A very good thought. | 
. 3 Meb. Ay, Noble Co But who dares truſt him? bes 
Y - a Greek bimſelf. 8 Og. 
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—_ The Siege - TROY. 


| [be Gates are all too low, 5 


Into fair Troys proud City; cauſe the Gates 


3 fad have it drawn in Triumph thro” the Town. 


- Dog am I that 1 could not think of this? 


Ul. Not truf him, Gentlemen! Who dares not tri 
"TRY What tho? a Grecian Born, with that torn Face, 3 
all thoſe gaping Wounds, he's too much loaded wil 
Wrongs and Miſeries to ſerve ſuch Maſters now. 
Capt. Adad he's i'th' right. 
2 Mob. A True Trojan I warrant him. He talks like ; 
Oracle. 
Wife. Ay, a very pretty Fellow, only his Beard's a li 
8. x 
Capt. Then, look ye; we'll ask him two or three wil 1 
Queſtions. And then carry him to King Priam to be Exif 7 7 
mind. . Friend, why did the Grecians leave this Horlſ 
behind *e | 
Sinou. . Gods that ward 'em from the * of 710 on 9 


. 
6 
8 


Commanded 'em to leave this Monument, 
A Pledge of Peace not to return in Arms. | 9 


2 Mob. This Monument we'll have drawn into the Cith 0 2 
All, Ay, ay, inte the City, into the City. If 
Capt. Hold, hold a little; How will you get it there? 


n 
. 


3 Mob. Ay, Pox & the Devil, all all too low, $ 
: Mob. All undone, all ruin'd. | "of 
2 Mob. The whole Show ſpoil'd, we ſhall never get it in 
Al. Oh never, never, never ! 

Ul. What all amort my honeſt Friends and Contrymenſ 

Not Jead this Trophy of the 7 rojan Glory ; 


Are only Arch'd too low! Let not that ſtop ye, 
Pull down the Walls, and give it Entrance there. 

Al. Pull down the Walls. 

Ulyſ. Ay, Gentlemen, make a wide Breach, if poſſible 
Large as your own great Souls; the Walls pull down, 


1 Mob. Do ye hear that, Noble Captain? ; 
Capt. Ay, Pox on't, l do hear it. What a Dunce of a) 
2 Hob. And what ſhall we do now, Captain? ' 
wall Do! why pull down the Walls, yy down the 
alls. 
Al. 5 ls down the) Walls, uzzah. (Exeust. 
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The Siege of TROY. © 
Lb The Scene ſhuts. | „5 
D. Now Vengeance moves ſecure, Now imptous Paris, 

will by Mother's fatal Dream when thou wert Born 
hat from her Womb ſhe had a Firebrand torn, 
SShould ſet all Troy in Flames, ſhall be fulfilbd, 
ce All ſeal'd with Fate Troy ſhall in Flames expire ; 

Mhis Arm, and thy hot Luſt ſhall light the Fire. (Exit. 
il Enter Caſſandra alone. 2 
= Caf. Why was I born Troy's Virgin Oracle? 
wil Th impending Fate of Empire to foretel, 
iNet never be believ'd —— Yet af the laſt 
or ve beg'd the Gods a Miracle to perform. 

No more then Paris, his deaf Ears Pl ſtorm, 
Eis Nobler Senſes now I will ſurprize, 5 
And preach bright Reaſon to his blinded Eyes. (Exit. 


o 


85 


zit The Scene opens and diſcovers the Temple of Diana, being 4 


magnificent Structure richly adorn d, the Capitals, Urns, Cre 
2 i ſcents, Feſtoons, and other carb d Work, all gilt, conſiſting of 
ten pieces of Painting, in each of which, in a large Nych in 
each Front of theſe Paintings, are ſeen ten Statues of the Hea= 
then Gods, Viz, Jupiter, TT Pallas, Apollo, Neptune, 
Thetis, Mars, Venus, Ceres 2d Mercury, each Figure nean 
five Foot high, and all gilt. In the back of the Stage, in the 
Centre of the Temple, is a rich Altar-piece, bearing 3 Nyches 
in the Walls, in the middle of which on a Pedeſtal 18 Inches 
high, ſtands a young Woman dreft in Cloth of Gold, repre- 
ſenting the Statue of Diana, holding a Hunting Spear in ber 
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. Hand ; and on two other Pedeſt als of the [ame height on each 5 
Hand of her, ſtand two more young Women, in the like Gols 
dien Habit, repreſenting:two of her Nymphs, each with a Bow ! 


and a Quiver, . gn, | | "a, © 

WO vcr this Altar piece, and beyond the View of the Temple, are . 
een three beautiful Circles of Clonds: and on the Back Scene 
Fa beyond them ina ſerene Heaven, is ſeen Diana driving in « 
Chariot aramn by two lhnd:;, e 


the 


N. 
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with Silver Creſcents. 


Vocal Maſick. 


Right Cynthia, Sovereign Queen if Light, 
With alt thy Vaſſal Stars ſo bright, 
Where thy C cleft? al Glories ſhines 
To Thee, to Thee. 
Ve. bend a Knee, 
Our Song of Ti riumph thine. 


Enter Paris and Helen. Their Trains born up by 12 Pages. 


Par. Since Troy's Deliverance at Diana's Shrine, 
To pay your Rites Divine, 
Has brought you here. 


This ſacred Song with that Attraction draws, 


That take our Knees join'd in this hallow'd Cauſe. 
1 Prieſt. If our reſounding Song of Triumph calls 


Such Princely Heads to grace our Sacred Walls. 


Raiſe, raiſe your Airs, if poſſivle, yet higher; 


Wien ſuch Illoſtrious Glory Joins the Choir. 


Proceſſi on begin, again. 


Bright Cynthia to eur ſolemn Fows 
Thy Gracious Ear incline; 
Behold, leſs than Princely Brows 


Our ſolemn Off rings joyn. 
Our Foes are rum, 
Our Fears are done; 


The Greeks are fled, and Troy? our OWH. 
Enter Caſſandra. 


Helen. Ha! do I fee that perſecuting Face 


Brings ſhe new Loads of Scandal; new Diſgrace 


To throw on my fair Fame! 


Par. 


Exe «Ped of Pet and Pre in viene 


© Theſe Sacred Walls will bear no inſole here. 


3 Has brought thee here! Canſt thou who bendſt A Knee 
Io impious Love, t' vnchalte and looſe deſire? 


We 


5 


1 


Par. Yes, all too bright for thy weak blaſt 


1 
e 
Go! 
15 
* 
8 


To court thy Ears, 


ut 


# Dark as thy Crimes, Pl] at one Breath transform, | 2 
8 And hang yon ſmiling Skies, with all the Flames of Hell. 


9 Hrre CaTand ra moves her Wand, and in the twinkling of <a E Jes 
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And yon bright Skies in one Infernal Cloud; 
VWrapt round with Horreur, mourn the ate of 7. roy. 


5 Will ail 
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par. No Danger fear. 


Ceſſ. Oh Paris, what miſtaken Piety 


Bon to Diana, join her Virgin Choire. 

Par. What brings thee here! ſhon gaveſt thy word before 
That | ſhou'd hear that croaking Voice no more. 

Caſl. And l'Il per form my word. come not now 


But to convert thy Eyes. 
he Gods have given me Pow'r to act a Miracle. 
| oor? thou thoſe Glittcring Statues of the Deities, 
In all their ſhining Robes of Gold array'd ? 
to hade. 


Caſſ. Thoſe radiant Forms, if poſſivle to ſable, 


th: Tin Golden Statues, in the Painting, are. all tirn'd t 
black, and the three Figures on the Pedeſtals are likew ſe ſtrips 
of their Cloth of Gold, and all dreft in Black * and the wale | 


Viſtoe of the Heavens is changed to a flaming Hell. 


Cafſ. Now Paris, fince thou haſt lent ſo deaf afi Ear 
No all my Oracles of Truth, ſee there, 
Will you believe your Eyes? 
Par. My Eyes. 
Caf. Yes, [ofidel. 
! thoſe dreadful f ghts convince you? 
Par. sights What Sights ? © 
C. J. That hideous, that amazing Scene. 
Par. Cafſandra, What does this diſtraction mean ? 
Caſſ. The very Gods, their Heads in Sable ſhrow'd, 


3 Lata 
— — — 


Par. What Clouds, what Sable? 9 

Cafſ. Look, look, there blind Boy. 

Par. Siſter, Mad, Fooliſh, Wretched, rouge 6 ing 
C2 0 


8 — 


8 


. 2 of TROY. 


To idle Miracles, make no more Pretence. 
I prithee rave no more; learn to talk Senſe. 
But kneel, Oh kneel, and beg the pitying Gods 
To pardon thee this impions Profanation ; 
Enough to make their very Images 
Whoſe ſhining Beams our dazled Eyes behold, 
If poſſible bluſh through their burniſnt Gold 
To hear thee talk thus wildly, 
Cafſ. Then thou ſeeſt not Thy 
* 3 Lin 21 Transformatian? . „ 
. Transformation ! 5 
I er Fm all ſransform'd. Thou that wert born 
A Princeſs, Heir to all that ſhou'd adorn 
Thc Courts of Kings, with Royal Reaſon Crown'd, 
Bur Oh thy whole fair Senſes loſt and Drown'd, 
Thou'rt in thy mad Fantaſtick Frenzy hurld, 
A 8 Lunatick round the wander'd World. 
Caſſ. Oh what Confaſion ſtrikes my ſtartled Ear! 
Kad do yon reverend Men ſee nothing there. 
No Change in that high Roof. 
PFrief. A Change i in Thee 
We ſee with pity. Thy loſt Wits we ſee. 
Caf. Now lam loſt; The louring Deſtinies 
Are only viſible to theſe poor Eyes. 
And walk in Clouds to all the world beſide, 
Now mourn Cafſazdra, thy loſt Country mourn, 
In Vain my helpleſs Hand her Fate wou'd turn. 
Oh Paris, thou muſt bleed, and Troy muſt burn. (Excan d 
Hel. Now my dear Love I am forever thine. 
Par. Yes, my fair Life, whilſt yon bright Beams divine, 
Ard all thoſe — Gods our Guardians ſhine, (Eren. 
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ACT III. 


WT be Scene opens and diſcovers the Town of Troy, conſiſting of 
ten Pieces of Uniform Painting, repreſenting a Street of Mag- 

= mnificent Buildings, terminating with a double Wall of the City, 
aud over the wall cen an upper Town. In the Center, of this 

Hand, the Horſe, is Ladders ſup out, and immediately near 

* forty Soldiers with their Officers, iſſue out of the Body of the 
I Horſe all with their drawn Swords. 


It Off. N W the great Work draws on. . The Trojau E 


- +38 T hroats 

ill now a cheap and eaſie price be found, | 
In their dead Sleep, lie cloſe, till the great Signals given, 
| 1 he Kivg and all the Army wait W ithout, 

Ned o ſecond the great Blow we muſt begin, - | 
Returning by the Nights protech ing Shade, a 

Earring that Breach the Trojan Hands haye made. 

1 (The Scene Nr 


1 e 


15 5 Mob. Well Captain, we have a tory rory Night on't. 

7 Cap. Ay Neighbour, the Noble Prince Pæis has made all 

{| the Conduits in the Town piſs Claret, and given ſuch Feaſt- 

ſting and Toping, and Fidling and Roaring, till we are 

F all Princes as great as himſelf. . 

* All. Ay, ay, all Princes, all Princes. 

Capt. Oh Neighbours here are rare Days come on. Now 
the Wars are done, and Feace and Plenty are pouring in 
upon vs, we ſhall have no Trade but Eating and Drinking; 

we Hall have fix halpenny Loayves for a Farthing, and ere 4 
ry pint - pot ſhall hold a Gallon. 7 | 

2 Mob. But are you ſure theſe Bleſſed Days are a coming, 
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high lle ping Time, and ſo let's all home to Bed. 


W Farer Ring, UlyNts, Grecians, Guards and Attend int, all with® | 
. arte Swor dat in ont l and, aid lightned Flambeaus in the other. I 


The Siege of TROY. 
Capt. Sure! why I have Prince Paris's own word for't. 
3 Mob. And we may take his word; for he's a gracioulf 


good Prince. ® 
Cap. And we his Loyal and Obedient Subjects aſter hi | 


own pious Example, walk aprightly, and live ſoberly. an 
are all 15 for Jay. 8 1 
F | Enter Wife. 4 


1 7. — there s My Beaſt „Capt. Tom, and Capt. Sort foal 
Fox on him, now mult I play 'the Hypocrite, and coaks hin 
home to Bed. If I don t, 1 am ſure I ſhall have but a foul 
Load of Garvidge of himto morrow Morning. Have I found A 
thee my D-ary? well, my Dear, thou haſt made a merry 
Night on't. But come; Chicken, tis paſt Midnight, and 
Frethee let's home to Bed. 4 
Capt. What, go like a poor Dog to Bed with my own 
Wife! No, Huſley, Pde have you know, Ile keep a Whore 1 
(hes Prince Paris, a Whore, you Bitch, 

Wite A hore! J Ay, ay, thou ſhalt keep a Whore. Thol 5 
malt keep me, my Dear, and ſo prithee go home to Bed. 

2 Mob. Ay, noble C3 ptain, take her good Counſel. Tig 85 


gh Say you fo? 


Then hume lct's be jogging, 
There take tot her Noggin, 
Fe Drunk both without and within Doors ; 
A pack o Mad Fellows, 
We'll bu u, burn the Bellows, 
2 throw the whole Houſe out 0th) Windows, 
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The Scene Opens and diſcovers the Town without the cheeſe. 


K Mow Vengeance thou'rt my own. Now i impiour Tr, 


* Fall draws on. Burn, Raviſh, and Deſtroy, 


"p Piles of Fire chr ough ev'ry Flaming Street. 


- 


vl | 


3 1 
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Dh. And ſheath your Swords in all the Throats you meet. 
x: Spare neither Age nor Sex. 

Ulyſ. No Sbrines nor nor Temples ſave, 
Hake all one Crimſon, and one blezing Grave. 


an ill 7 roy ſnall ev'n at once both burn and n 5 
Fhink how you build th' Adultrous Helen's Urn, 
Hot as her Luſt, her Funeral Pile ſhou'd burn. 


ring the Command. given by the King, the Soldiers run up 


near forty Windows or Portholes in the ſeveral Paint ing all ap- 


8 errß 2 1 
uy 


2 thro the Scenes, both in the Upper and Lower Town. 
(Exeunt. 


I re enter ſeveral Trojans in various and diſtraited poſtures 


lor 1 | thro' the Flaming Streets, purſued by the Grecians, other Gre- 


F Verl Shriels and Cries, GC. 


Enter Parts. 


5 Oh theſs dread Flames. Fove pours his wrathful Fire; 
"I poor Troy, both Men and Fates conſpire. | 
Wc Fire and Sword fall with an eaſy weight, 

ve loſt my Helen; there's my ſtroke of Fate. 


Enter Caſſandra. 


2 os Unbeliever, fee thoſe blazing Ruins. 
Par. Caſſandra! 

227 Behold thy Country, Father, Brothers, 7; 25 
ä Wi! all thy bleeding Victims, ſee their fall, 

Ind trembling ar thy own; their burning Graves 
vit ot half ſo hot as thy Infernal Fires. 

r. Par. I dare not ſee that Face; It ſtrikes a bluſh - 


c. If thou canſt bluſh, bluſh to the God, net me. 
roy, hat tho? the black Adulterer, yet thou art 


Brother ſtill, and I've a Siſters Heart, | 
- I - Petr 


7 


X. Pull both with Fire and Swozd that Veng geance down, 


aua down the Streets ſeemingly ſetting the Town on Fire, whilſt 


* © pear on Fire, the Flames catching: from Houſe to Houſe, and all! 
# | He a by Illuminations and Tranfparent Painting ſeen ſcat- 


cians running away with TJovng omen in ther 47 all with 
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is through this only Wound my Soul cou'd bleed. 


Forſook by all the world, and only mourn'd by me. (Exit. 


Shall know thy Heart as well. 


Beſt fit ſo vile a Traytor's Execution. 
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ce DIR] : 
*, OT. 


Par. O Divine Goodneſs! now I am loſt indeed. 


Caſſ. Farewel, prepare to Pie, thou haſt not Thi” 
Repenting Minutes left *cwixt Death and Thee. 


Par. Thou Oracle of Fate, to thy great Doom I bow, 
Not oyertook by Death, Pil meet him now. (Exit 


Enter King, Ulyſſes and Garde. 


Ein. Burn out my blazing Vengeance; burn fo bright, 
Till the pale Stars of this Immortal Night 
Shriok i in their Heads at thy Diviner Light. 


Enter F aris. 


Per. Where | is the Fate I'd meet? 
King. Traytor, *tis here. 

Par. I know that Face too well, 
Ring. And this keen Steel. 


Dc. Hold, Sir, diſgrace not 
Your Royal Sword with ſuch polluted Blood: 
An Axe, a Scaffold and a Hangmagn's hand, 


King. Unkind Ohſſes, woulſt thou rob my Glory, 
His Death. and by this Arm of Juſtice given. | 
No, Paris. meet thy Fate, and from this hand, 

Let publick Scaffolds meaner Heads demand, 

Though thy Soul's blacker then Perdition, ill 
Thou haſt Priam's Royal Blood thy Veins to fill, 


That only Claim does for this Vengeance call : 
Thou'rt born a Prince, and by a King ſhall fall. 1 
Thus to thy Heart. (Fights and Wounds Paris - 
Par. O King, thoy haſt airs too Sell : 
King. Down Royal wonſter to thy Throne in Hell. 


Par. Vain World, and what's more Vain, fond Love 
farewel. | 55 0 
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Helen B above. 


Eyes look your laſt, *tis Helen's Fate comes next. 
King. Ha! Seize che T raitreſs, bring her to my Vengeance: 
„Bring her alive, for Wheels, and Racks, and Tortures; 
v Whole Years of Death. 
Hel. No, I defy thy Pow'r; 
ere I am ſafe, within this Flaming Tow'r. 
1 ſee what Fate does my dear Paris ſhare : 
For him I liv'd, for him alone was Fair. 
And fince my Joys i in his cold Urn lie Dead, 
Theſe curling Flames ſhall be my laſt warm 'Bed. 
[Look up then to this ſhining Bed of Fire; 
And ſee the Phenix of the World expire. " (Leaps down into 
e She has bravely ſcap' d me. the Fire. 
Ulyſ. Yes, when thus ſhe fell, | | 
She has perform'd, Great Sir, an ill Part well. 
- King. *Tis done, 'tis done, this brace of Traitors ſlain; 
[7 ls one Night's Joy rewards my ten Years Pain. (Exeunt. 
(Scene ſhnus. 


| i | Helen. My paris dead 1 On this ſad Object bit, | 
t 


4 


Enter Capt. Tom, and Three of the Mob. 


Capt. And are we ſure we are all alive, Neighbours. ' 
1 Mob. We hope we are. 
Capt. Hope! Alas hopes are all deceitful. For we that 
are here were all living Men but Yeſterday, and who knows 
. — hut we ſhall find our ſelves all knockt oth” Head to Mor- 
row Morning, as ſoon as we are awake. | 
2 Mob. Truly like enough. And yet! hope we are got 
a little out of harms way; out ot the Walls of that Miſe- 
rable Town of Slaughter. 
3 Mob. Ay, Miſerable indeed; for never was ſuch Fire 
and Sword. work ever ſeen. Ah Capt. our poor Neigh | 
bour Stitch the Taylor, I ſaw him drop? | 
Capt, And how did he hd? 


ari 


OV 
_ | * 

f D | 3 Mob, 
Eto 


Arm. as faſt as his weak Legs can bear him, to deſire his 


Ends and my Awls an 


28 was at Supper in the Chimney corner, a whole Family 


e Stege of TROY. 


2 3 Ei Oh ſtrangely, very ſtrangely. Though the pool 
wk was as honeſt a poor Taylor as any in the Kingdom, 
r his Needle could not ſecure his Head; his Brains were 
ö Knockt out. | 

c apt. Alas poor Stitch. | 

3 Hob. And then there's that honeſt true Pitcher-wal 

Ralph Horſenail the Farrier ; he poor honeſt Man had hit 
Head cut off. 
Capt. Had his Head cut off! And how did the poor rel · 
Jow look after his Head was cut off? I warrant ye very 
Heepiſhly. Ab, Neighbours, to have ones Head cut off, A 
is enough to put any Man out of Conntenance. . 
3 Heb. Ay, Capt. as you ſay, the poor Fellow was a 1 
little daſht at it; but the honeſt Lad had the good fortune 
ro catch his Head before it fell, and is bringing it under his 


good Friend, Capt. Briſtle, to lend _ an Awl and a Cob- 
1 rs End to ſtitch it on again. þ- 
Capt. Stitch it on _ Alas I am quite broke; my 
my whole Stall burnt down. Na, 
my poor Wife*s burnt too. I have loſt as good a Wife as | 
a Van would deſire to part withal. 
1 Mob. The poor Caſſandra has been a true Propheteſs. 
2 Mob. Ay, and 1 might have been a Prophet too, if ! 
had thought on't. I am ſure I have ſeen Signs and Tokens 
Gpugh to Frognoſticate. Sad Times, diſmal Times, 
Capt. What Signs and Tokens? 
2 Mob. Why, *twas no longer ago than t'other Night, 


of Swallows that had occupied the Tenement theſe ten 
Years, fell down Neſt and all, into the Porridge-Pot, and 
25 ſpoyl'd the Broth. 

Capt. Oh Wondrous! The Fate of Troy to a Tittle. 
Down fell the Neſt of Swallows ? Down falls the City of 
Troy. And where was this fall but in the Chimney, all in 
Fire and Smoke. Troy, Trey again exactly. Then into 
What did they fall but the porridge- Pot? And how many 
ovſand poor Families have all this Night went to Pot, as 
well as thy poor Neſt of Swallows —— Ah Neighbour, 
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hadſt thou been an honeſt Man, and a true Subject, and 
went and told the King this prodigious Warning-piece, "2X 
it had been enough to have open'd his Eyes to the Nations 
danger, and have ſav'd the Town, and all our Lives. 


al The Scene oe and diſcovers a Grove, terminating with 4 
on i Triumphal Arch, with two Figures of Fame hargi's beneath _ 
the Arch; and beyond the Arch, over a Tarras Walk, us ſeen. 


4 Beautiful Garden of ſix ſide Wings adorn d with Statues, 
5 and ending in 4 Viſt 0 of Garden- work. A 
"The King, Ulyſſes, and all his Grecians and Guards ap- 
FF pearing by him. 


Mob. Where are we now? | OE 
Kg. Stop your deſtroying Hands, your Swords all heath, 
e have had enough of Ruin, Fire and Death. 4 
For you, poor Wretches, you've ſeverely felt 

| "The Arm of Vengeance, for your Princes Guilt; 4 
And do deſerve our Pity. ; | 
King. Here have finiſht my Revenge. Enjoy 
Your Lives and Liberties, go and rebuild your Troy. 

Mob. Huzzah. | | f "8 
| Capt, of the Mob. Hark ye, Friend, (Speaking to aGreclan) # 
pray tell your King from me, he's a very civil Gentleman; 
and fince he's ſo humbly Gracious. to bid us build o.] 
Town again, ſtrike up Fiddles, we'll give him a Song ank 
* 2 Dance at parting. e e es, 1 


42 


939 22 


., . | TY 3 6; 53 
| An Entertainment of ſeveral Dialognes and Danees3 After which 
the King and the reſt come forward, and Ulyſſes ſpeaks. 


— 


e, "8 
of | Ub. Ladies, ſet Helen's Fate before your Eyes; 
in WA Virtuous Bed, and Husband's Love to prize. 


One wanton, her Unchaſt Deſires P enjoy; | 8 
Pul'd doyn her own, and the whole Fate of Trey. __ 
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